and, in Exchange Street, the high bridge spanning the narrow street

might be a bridge of sobs in an attenuated Venice.
The quiet is only dispelled at the hour by the chimes of the church

clock.  The green-throated pigeons fly down from their pediment

home on the Treasury
Building and circle in
the air before alighting
on the steps of Mr. Mor-
gan's deserted bank, from
which they are frightened
by the sudden appearance
of a stray dog.

This financial district is
historically the oldest spot
in New York City. In
Pieter Stuyvesant's day, it
was little more than a
cowpath and the washer-
women of the Dutch
colony washed their clothes
in a stream which ran
along what used to be
called Pie Maiden's Lane,

and is now Maiden Lane.
To the north was Indian
country.

Beyond the Battery, the prow of Manhattan, lies the water-front
with its smells of salt, tar, rope, seaweed and decaying fish. Along
South Street on the East Side, where the old Dutch houses stood,
there are still some charming Colonial buildings, but they have been
swallowed up by the dockland life. The red-brick building with
wooden colonnades and the Madonna carved on the balcony is the
Sailors' Mission of Our Lady of the Rosary. The tall building with
the lighthouse beacon is the Seamen's Institute, and the old two-
storeyed houses along Coenties Slip are painted red, yellow and
green, and sell manila rope, wire and fishing tackle. In the markets
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